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Songs of my leisnre houra, 

SongB of my solemn days ; 
Sung when the dark sky loir'ra 

And in the snn'a bright 'raya. 
Songa that may go for noaght, 

Save to a kindred BOul; 
From such is favour sought. 

To such my goal '. 



AKGQS & ROBERTSON, 
110 Mabset Strbet, Svdkkt. 



jizMbvC-OOglc 






Jiii a .: ,:;.0 
J. J.LoueU fund 



" We «re peat, 
Who ting to-d>y, by all the gatnered wealth 
Of ogea of past BOng. We have no more 
The world to chooM from, who, whene'er we turn. 
Tread through old tboaghts and fair. Yet roiut we eing." 
Lama Morrit, 

The Epic oj Hada. 
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MY FATHER, 
WHO FIRST TAUaeT ME TO LOVB LITEBATDEE, 



r INFINITUDE OF AFFECTION 
AND ADMIRATION. 
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NOTE. 
The following versea-^ongs of youth—Me some of the product 
of niy leisure hours, Bnatohed from the engrosung employment 
of legal itadies, and are now printed as an earnest of fatore effort. 
I hare porpoaelj! fleeted, aa my maiden attempt, those only of my 
pieces which refer, either totally or in some measure, to my native 
land, to which I owe so much, for which I have a aupretoe affection, 
and of which I trust I may prove a not unworthy son. The menta 
of the verses themselves I leave to the judgment of those of my 
readers who are endued vitb that one Inecb of nature which makes 
the whole world kin ; knovingihatiif they contain anything worthy 
I shall receive dne praise and encouragement, snd for the many weak- 
nesses mid faults in which I am only too conscious they aboand, 
kindly sympathy and help. 

Lewington House. H. PEDEN STBEt. ' 

St. Leonarda &'., 
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ALTIORA PBTO. 

fENDERLY, ever so tenderly, not with the hand 
of Achillea, 
But with the touch of Euterpe, awoke the dead 
string that has lain 
Far away back in the loat days of ages, awake it, 
my will 16, 
Stirring the spirits of lutes, to evoke a melodious strain. 



Themes of the angels, the bright like, who, shining in glory 
eternal. 
Ever are singing a song that the human voice never has 
known, 
Straying in lightsome and happiest spring that is ever 
too vernal 
EV>r human eyee to dtecover, or over earth's lif& to be 
strown. 
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2 ALTIORA PETO. 

that the magic of Orphens would come to my low-lying 
singing. 
Wrap it in glorious asBomances speed it in loftiest flight ; 
Then would the eartbly and humble give place to a heaven 
bom ringing, 
Wafting and bearing the lutings on iris-winged pinions 
of light. 

May I emboldened attain to the veriest heights of Olympus, 
Where in the purer and clearer immensity, spirit-like, free; 

Where is no fastnras with walls of entfarallment to prison- 
like crimp us, 
May I all pleasantly wander, behold what the glorified see; 

Visions of brightness that, passing whatever a fancy has 

painted. 

Shine forth in glorious apparel, and sing of a holiest song. 

Themes thnt would never have risen from hearts of the 

weary ain-tainted 

Sons of degrading and lowly abode of a human-bom wrong. 

Oft in my dreamings of golden forgetfulness trying to 
grasp it, 
Only to lose it on waking, and only to feel at a loss ; 
When I have hoped to attain it, I only have ignorant 
passed it. 
Eyes fixed below on the earthy, now filled with an eatang 
remorse. 
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ALTIORA PETO. 3 

Why do the good things of this life seem always hke fruit 
of the Dead Sea, 
Cnunbling to ashes whenever we grasp what we wish to 

Sunlight that one moment shining lights up with its gleam- 
ing the red sea, 
Then in an instant is vanished and swallowed in chaotic 
mini 



O that the angela, the silver-winged angels, would shield 

me, would shield me 

Under the halo of glory that lights up each aureoled head ; 

Then in the sweetness of humble belief would I yield me,- 1 

yield me " 

Quietandhappyatlast to the realms of Uie glorified dead. 



Stf^=. 
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QUEANBETAN. 

JEBTLED 'mid the forest mountaioB where the winds 
with ai^F sweep, 
Lowly lies a country township sheltered by their 
fastness deep ; 



Seeming like ft pearl embosomed on the emerald joy that 

reigns 
In a quiet Nature's kingdom where her brightness never 

wanes. 

There and there the smoke curls upward from the chimney 

stalks that rise, 
Sendii^ up a cloud of incense to the everlasting skies. 

Quiet and contentment linger on the breeze that wafting past 
Bears along on wings of silver all of angry dread forecast. 
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QUEASBEYAN. ' ■ 5 

By the holy awaet God's-acre flows the ahining river on, 
Singing e'er its softest music to their memorieEt alone 

Who are there enshrined in quiet ; while a holy calnmeas 

binds 
Those who wander man-forsaken where the streamlet 

onward winds. 

Lovely daughter of the valley, when I think of thee J take 
Solace Bweet in contemplation of thy beauty, and forsake 

All the cares and potty troubles which enshroud my onward 

life. 
Seeming ne'er to notice passing wildest winds with anger rife. 

Soft may breezes blow around thee, lowly fairest Queanbeyan, 
Fan e4ch cheek and free each spirit from the sin enthralling 
ban 

Of the sad, sad dread which lingers round the occupant of 

' earth, 
Which embays and drags man downward from his very 
earliest birth. 

When I look on thee I ponder on the days of long ago 
When sAe wandered by thy river, ere that cloud of 
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6 qUEASBEYAS. 

Threw its mantle on the joyful hopes snd prayera of those 

who love, 
Sped her soul to home of glory in the brightly-lit above. 

Sing, river, sing thy music. Let thy rushing that 

enthralls 
Me in clouds of holy muaing, rises, sets, and slakes and falls. 

Be to me a garb of brightness, give me angel dazzling wings, 
Which outspread shall bear me swiftly from the ken of 
earthly things ; 

Where and where my soul may wafted dwell on aureol- 
tinted height. 

Bear me in surpassing kindness,, bask me in the great God- 
light. 

Softly doth the sUver crescent beam upon thy maiden brow. 
Fairest township of the meadow, softly doth she greet thee 



Hark ! the golden pealing calls me to foi^t the woes that 

sound 
Otherwise in doleful numbers, to forget the ills that bound 

All my heart in heavy sadness, and embrace the peace that 

stOls 
All my bosom in a holy song that in awakening thrills. 
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QUBASBETAN. 7 

In the dead red days of Autumn, when the Boftly showering 
Falls upon thy placid temples, shall I visit thee again ; 

Op when drizzling hoary Winter crowns thy gttardiaii 

mountain top, 
With his diadem of whiteness ; sets it there, ofiA lets it stop. 

Till the vernal ever charming Spring asserts her smiling 

grace. 
Drives away the mantle from it, shews her ever smiling 

face; 

Shall I come again and Iii^;er near thy winding river bonk, 
Hid in scrub and mosses greenly, hid in grasses tall and 



In the evening, when I'm thinking, oft a softest cadence flows 
O'er the distance that dividee us, backward too my memory 

goes; 

Then I think of thee and love thee, very dear thou art 
Fairest township of die meadow, queen of all the 
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8 QVEASBBYAN. 

Though the sea I love undying, siid the spray apoB its 

shore 
Seema ' to me a crown of glory, yet I love thee more and 

more ; 



For thy peace to me seems holy, for a calmness takes 

and fills 
All the dread commotion round me, rustic townahip, takes 

and stills 



Every thought of gloomy sadness, gives a balm to every woe 
Which was pressed in heavy thraldom in the days of 
long ago. 

Bonte and Borne are wont to call thee, Vision of the 

Southern sun, 
Sleepy Hollow ; shall I take the name and let the ages run 

On and on to dusky Future, call thee thus and fan thy 

flamed 
Surely shall the soundings lure thee onward to thy lasting 



When and when I oome to tarry 'neath thy mountain's 

brows serene, 
Shall my tired soul be sated with the beauty of thy scene ; 
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qVEASBETAS. 9 

Then and then shall noaght diBturbing ever vex the quiet rest 
Which thy lovelinesa embowers 'mid the secreti of my 



In the evening, when Tm thinking, oft a softest cadence flows 
O'er the distance that divides i^ baotward to my memory 
goes, 

Thea I think of thee and love thee, very dear thou art^ 
Fairest township of the meadow, queen of all the emet^d lea. 
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COGGER 

B Jimin | r aKTinmA inTi tf bSftdl Is BBt 

Aboat with rocks that rampart bold 
Hare stood fnaa cattaries onbJd, 
And dared the storm of Ocean's wet 

hetwUand wild that gasest out, 

And stretcbest ftnth tb; bayard Eoce, 
Hie li^tning's gleam strikes thee apace 

And rires thy boat in heedless rout. 

Fiur Ctx^e^ what a cfaarm is thine, 

Tbj beach, thy rocks, thy wild, wild, spray, 
That frothing faints and fades away, 

And starting breaks, to sparkling shine. 
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And hBaven'B oreacent on thy brow 

Gleams softly in idylHc drefun, 
And lends the glory of tliy soeoe, 

A bright enticing ntdiajice now. 

The shrintiiig seaweed floating borne 
By rolling feet ia roughly cast, 
Afi dreams on waking quickly past 

Are thrown aside as hope folom. 

And vaporous ozone Alls the air 

Tbat bears it on its liquid tides, 
To haunts where weary man abides. 

To make the evil places fair. 



O cavern caves and hoary haunts, 

Where heaving billows rave around, 
There lutings of the sea abound. 

And tideless ocean anthems chaunts. 

What ia the song the sea winds sing 
To billows' diapason roar, 
And melody of ages hoar 

That surfs around them ceaseless ring t 
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It is a Bong to Him who rules 

Alike the ocean and the mead ; 

And eurbfl the aea-sprite in ita lead, 
And stays the hands of human fools. 

Toss on, waves, and cast your spray 
In rainbow hues about the coast ; 
Your depths have passed the vain man's boast^ 

His science ne'er can guage your lay. 

O man, how art thou small confined 

In depths that only Qod can know ! 
Bofore the spray-drifts humbly bow, 

For thou canst ne'er their floatings bind. 

Thou canst not tell why rocks the sea, 

And oceans troublous white arise 

In angry tumults to the skies, 
Their motive power is strange to thee. 

The stately ships are gliding past, 

Their swan-like sails are Med with wind ; 

They journey on, and hc^ to find 
The haven of their hope at last. 
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COOGEE. 

So is it with our human life ; 

We sail away at break of day, 

And dream not that the tranquil bay 

Will be disturbed and tumult-rife. 

But e'en the fairest sky will cloud, 

And e'en the calmest sea grow rough 
And stonn-toesed. Yet it is enough 

If we can face the tempest loud, 

And weather-beaten reach the shore, 
And find a haven in the night ; 
Perchance we may espy the Light, 

And rest in Port for evermore. 

Past memories that never rest 

Are wrapt around the rocky shore. 
And wafted on the billows' roar, 

To living float in endless quest. 



The beacon flashes from the height. 

When southern winds are sweeping o 
But I am lone, for thou art gone. 

And I must face life's lurid Ught. 
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JAMES EUSE. 
Tli« tint nttltr, and Ihe man who towtd tht firtl groia in Auaitalia. 



A-N who fi)%t with good intention came to settle on 
these ahorea — 
Cftme acrosB the ocean hoary, landed where the 
wild surf r 



Never bard has sung thy praiaea, never song haa told of thee, 
Thou who wert the first free settler in tbia land of 

Southern sea. 
Did a dream of golden hoping urge thee to forsake the home 
Where thy boyish yearB had drifted 'neath the skies of 

northern dome ; 
Did'st thou leave thy fond, thy cherished ; leave thy mother, 

wife, or midd, 
Sail across the waating ocean, wert thou not at all afraid % 
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JAMBS RUSE. 15 

Toil and tnmnlt, love of labour; these could well efiace 

the loss 
Of that other older country where there is no Southern 

Cross. 
Here thou wert the first who hoping, tilled the soil, and 

sowed the seed, 
Reaped the golden grain that shed its sheaves for all the 

people's need. 
Thou did'st never feel the labour, thou of Cornwall, tough 

and strong. 
Fit to clear the bush and brushwood, fit to drive the 

plough along ; 
And when golden harvest yielded sheaves of wheat and 

stores of grain, 
Thou did'st never grieve and wish for stars that shine in 

Northern main. 



Who thou wert thou hast not told us, thou hast left thy 

name alone 
In a country upland churchyard on the croes-encrown^ 

stone. 
There amid the peace and quiet^ where the grasses overgrow, 
Did they lay thee softJy sleeping over sixty years a^ 
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16 JAMES RUSB. 

And thy name doth sttuid few erer through all ruth, and 
fret, and ill. 

As the first who freely joaraeyed from thy native Cornish 

hill 
To these shores of gold and plenteous fleeces under wattle 

■ trees, 
Watered by the Soathem nun cloads, vooed by every 

Soattiem breeee. 
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fHY Bhould'Bt thou pulse so faint 
star, that glimmered there, 
Bat yesternight, so fair, 
like the aureol of some saint 
Secure from eartiily taint, 

Sheened in ethereal air i 
Shake off thy forced restraint, 
Why should'st thou fear to paint 
The night in colour rare 1 
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LETHK 

IN yEUORIAM II HAH MDCCCLXXXV. 

SWEBTLT nng tbe laid, mod the myall lesveB were 
stin'd 

WiUi breeziA that were acAl j wafting past ; 
And tbe ran-god abcme so bright, and tbe laughter 

nugsoli^t. 
And pleaaora all its biq>inneHs forecast. 



O, at a merry pace, datteied ont tbe horse and chajse, 
With girlhood, yoatb, and beauty for its freight ; 

All without a bought of fear, or of danger that was near, 
Drove oat tbe merry parl^ from tbe gate. 

O, amartly cracked the whip, and from ont each joyons lip 
Came songs that ever happy maidens sing, 

Whohave hearts as free and true as tbe beayens' ethereal blue, 
And voices that like sweet bells' pealing rin^ 
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LETHE. 19 

O, sadljr Bang the bird, and the noontide air was stirr'd 
With moanings of a hurt and suffering one. 

When at a madding pace, rushed the horse and broken chaise, 
And left its freight nnconacious 'neath the sun. 



O, in a chamber dark, cold, pale Death bod set his mark 
On the form and features of unconscious grace ; 

And just ere the break of dawn, e'en withotit a sigh to warn, 
The life blood passed away from out her face. 

O, weep tbey sad and sore, when they think that evermore, 
The voice that warbled once so light and gay. 

Will now hushed and silent lie, and from out the grey-blue 
eye 
The sparkling light of yore has passed away. 

O, by the rocky bay, where for ever and for aye 
The wild sea dashes up its silver foam ; 

Do tb^ lay her down to sleep, hushed in quiet slamber deep, 
Beneath the green sod near the breakers' moan. 



:=r«>t^:=:. 
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S on, thon sea sprite^ 

Hurled by thy strong might, 

Fall the wild breakera all over the shore. 
Flaahing the Ban's ray 
Lights np che dark bay, 

While to the tune of thy thundering roar, 
SingB the wild south wind, 
Seeking to fast find 

Place where it softly may hushed go to sleep ; 
Some cavern haunted 
By sprite encbaunted. 

Who, waving his wand, calls on slumber deep. 
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Sail on, thou wUte ihip, 
Li|^t o'er the sea trip, 

Cany thy cargo of gcAd o'er the main ; 
When hearts are breaking, 
And &]tk is shaking, 

Set thy white pinions and oome back again 
Then eyes that atreamiug 
Before were, and dreaming 

That aach enjoyment as theirs coold not last, 
Will be mistakeo, 
Then faith unshaken 

Shall spread its bright radiance over the past. 
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3 Utere nonght bnt of puD and of Borrow 

In this world, where we leant to despoad 1 
Can «re nowhere some quietness borrow, 
Is no hapfonesB in the Beyond t 
Do the dkiea thHt were clear, bright, and shining. 

Always cloud and bewilder the light ; 
Is there nothing but grieving and pining 

For the dreams which have cheated our sight 1 

For everything seems tinged with anguish. 

The heart breaks and broken lives on ; 
The flowera once brilliant soon languish. 

The night cloud eclipses the sun. 
The voice that sang sweet in the morning 

Is hushed into silence at night ; 
The eyes that were beauty's adorning 

Are dead with a terrible fright. 
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Can comfort come ever and deaden 

Oar woes, and the trouble the; bring % 
Will suns shine throagh skies that are leaden, 

Will birds that were ailent soon sing ) 
If we wait on, watch on, and bear all, 

Will peace come and reign in onr hearts t 
Will strong hands lay hold of and t«ar all 

The sorrow that kiUs with its darts 1 

O cannot we, blind, see the rifting 

That breaks up the shadowy cloud 1 — 
Or is it the atormy wind shifting — 

Breaks the tempest ever so loud 1 
Are those songs we hear in the heaven 

Only songs of whispering trees! 
Now eome they our sorrow to leaven — 

Are they borne on the erring breeze ? 

Wlio knows ) Who can tell of the future 1 

The days of the past we have known. 
We know how the hopes we all nurture 

Soon are blown as the flowers are blown, 
We know how our wishes have wandered 

Like seed o'er the rough stony ground ; 
We know how the longings we pondered 

Are buried deep under the mound. 
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fMontaM t» refriM MMte / 

I> tbesong timt matt ol jx ting; 
For moct of oar d«jtiiiie is runj. 

With dark >hadowB enrdc^iiiig. 
And all of oar {deamiea are fleatin^ 

And all of onr Mrnnra vitlisUiid 
Tbe crying of besrU that are beatiDg 

With angnisb of booIs that are banned. 
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VOICES OP THE RIVER OAKS. 
A Tkinity op Poets. 

PBOLOODB. 

P THOUGH mj voice be lowly, and my song 
Untouched as yet by that celestial fire 
That lights the beacon to divulge the way 
Which leads men from this earth to heights of heaven ; 
Still must I lay my tribute at the feet. 
Of those who wandered in the earlier days, 
Through good and evil, seeking not their own, 
But hoping to enshrine their country's name 
Within a chaplet of the fairest flowers 
That hide their bloom within the leaves of verso. 
And, though I be thus lowly, yet my voice 
Kow greete their lutings with the sound of praise, 
As Memnon greeted loud the glad uprise 
Of fair Aurora shining through the night. 
And bringing in the rapture of the day. 
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CHABLES HARPT7R 

SBBNCONSCIOTTS dreamer of the wood; dells, 
i^Hpi And nnger of the haunts upon the hills, 
'^JP^ Where ripfdiDg marie gently flows and fills 

The mind with peace that in tJie storm oloud dwells. 
Thy rhythmic warUing oft now softly swells 
Adown the dales beside the rushing rills, 
And stems the current of those grosser wills 
Who seek to make oar Famdises hells. 

Hakpcb ! still the tuning of thy lyre 

la heard aci-oss the waste of many years, , 

And still is touched with that Bufficient fire 

That lights our hopes and burns away our fears; 

And streogthens all our lore, and flames desire, 
And sends a solace to our sorrowing tears. 
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ADAH UNDSEY GORDON. 

fHERE is a wind that whiBpeiB through the trees, 
There ie a aoaad that speeds along the shore, 
There is a softatmck lute-note on the breeze. 
And in the spray a dull resoundiBg roar. 

The diapason ocean chants a song, 

TJie wailing breezea weep in unison, 
A harmony of sorrow dwells along 

The hazard gum trees, for Euterpe's son. 

There is a void within Australia's heart, 

There is a silence of a rippling voice ; 
There is a sorrow as when lovers part, 

When ne'er a thought can come that will rejoice. 

Poor tired soul I at last thou hast thy rest ; 

Poor shattered bark ! at last thoa reaohest port. 
Hashed are the many throbbings of thy breast. 

And all thy storm clouds in oblivion caught. 
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We loved thee, Gobdoh ; and we love thee BtalL 
Thf rilver tongue, tbongh dead, is li'ring yet. 

Thy work remains ; thy warbling with the hUl, 
The pUin, the ocean, and the skies beaet. 

The passion breaking oat in every line, 

The sore heart- bnraing and the dread soul-thirst ', 
The fevered longing for a rest divine. 

The great remorse for all that was aocnrst : 

The rash of horsehoofa all along the turf. 

The craok of whips about the station yard ; 

The roaring and the moaning of the surf 

In assooanoe of rhyme that is nnmarred : 

The tender, touching, lyric song of love, 

The hymn sublime, and dirge of monkish lore. 

An, all are blended in a mystic wove, 

1Mb to remind as of the days of yore. 

farewell ! and while we say that word to thee, 

"Tia only to thy body that we call, 
And not unto thy works. The boundless sea 

Of gratitude shall float them high and tall, 
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And wreath them like a beacon in our mind. 

And always in the dusky eventide, 
The golden pealing of tliy vetse Bhall find 

Its eohoes in our hearts, and there abida 
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fTRIKE the lut«, with softest fingera, for the brother 
that we mourn. 
For the Orphic-like enticemont of biB poet spirit bom. 
Strike the lute, why are we silent t for the man who could 

unfold 
To our vision all the brightness of the deeply hidden gold, 
Which lay down within his bosom, and enriched his inmost 

mind, 
Oives to tired souls a shelter, and a radiance to the blind. 
Strike the lute, with softest fingers, tor the brother that we 

monm, 
For the Orphic-like enticement of his poet spirit bom. 
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For the singer who coald warble of the monntam moss, and 

then, 
With hie ever pleasing music, chant the beauties of the glen. 
Of the plovers sadly wailing and the wirie mocking-bird, 
That invests the forest uplands with the qaeerest music 

heard. 
And who sang of Aralaen, sweetest river of the dell, 
And told in his rippling oonoord oC the bell-bird's tinkling 

bell. 
For the singer who could warble of the mountain moss, and 

then. 
With his ever pleasing music, chant the beauties of the glen. 



Here and there we miss his voicings, here and there we sing 

with grief 
Over all bis bitter sorrows, and bis life of promise brief. 
Ah ! how many were the beauties from the morning that he 

When the early mist, uprising, shewed the monntoins to his 

And the dewy night bespangled with the stars which shone 

Sebright, 
Was to him a home of glory and a resting place of light. 
Here and there we miss his voicings, here and there we sigh 

■with giief 
Over all his bitter sorrows and his life of promise brief. 
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32 BESSY CLABSSCS KSSDALL. 

ITwr the B]K>re,helieB,iriiarenpmrd floats Ute mniic of the 

Bea, 
Where the rnshing Borf is bracking <m the rocks of W&verley. 
In hia grave he calmly sleeping takes his fiU of peacefnlnees. 
That he wished to find so often in life's dreary dai^ distress. 
Aye, pile upon his brow iJie sods, his requiem gently 

swells 
On the mossy bsnks where prattling rills trip thro' the 

woody dells, 
year the shore, he lies, where upward floats the music of 

Where the nuhing sarf is breaking on the rocks of Warerley. 
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EPILOGUE. 

r ia not meet that we shonld let the name 

Of those who warbled here their wood notes 

clear 
Sink out of sight, and never more appear 
To stir within our bewts a living flame. 

Their songs, though different, still were all the same, 
Their tones were sorrowful, bat yet sincere ; 
And we their memory tenderly revere. 

We know this loud the better far became 



For their sweet singing and u 

We know that sometime on a distant day, 
When in Australia's land the heart revives, 

And listens to the dreamy songster's lay, 

Their name and fame shall burst all sordid gyves, 

And shine in beauty like an English May. 
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ROSEMARY AND PANSIES. 

AD BOBORKM. 

A.G.8. 

HABl TEBIU8<)0B PBREflBlNAHTBH. 

Ophblu : " 7%tr«'i nuanary, tkat'ifar remamiranee : 

pray, lovt, remember : and then m poauiti, 

that' » for tlumghta." 

Laebteh ; "A doenment in madnas ; thought* and 

remembranet Jilted. " 

Haulkt, Prinee of Denmark. 

RaB across Uie waste of wateni, journey to thy native 
ill land, 

O my sister, with thy husband, sheltered from 
Orion's band. 
Boon the Southern Cross will leave thee, soon the cold 

North Star appear, — 
Other skies and stars will lead thee, can they be more fair 
or denr ! — 
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SOSBMART AND PAN8IBS. 35 

May tdje cleftc, bright, Austral eanBhine clear the way, and 
point the path 

Over Btormy Nepttme'B kingdom, shield thee from hia tower- 
ing wrath. 

May the hopes of love and kindred waft the winds in softest 
Steer the vosael, in ita voy^e, through a glad perpetual calm. 



When thy straying footsteps listen on that old ancestral 

shore, 
Bristling with the brilliant memory of the grand old days of 

May thy spirit feel enraptured, may thy tutored vision see 

All the beauty and the glory of that Island Northerly, 

Scarce remembered in Mhj child-days ; yet (Ay land, where 
first the snn 

Gleamed npon thy infant eyelids, when thy day had just 

begun. 
Yet thy land, for there thy husband, speeding all his boyish 

years, 

Laaghed at Fate and Fickle Fortune, with a youthful scorn 
of fears. 
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38 ROSSMAKY AND PANSIBS. 

Era he left to fkoe the Future ; left hu home, aiul friends, 
and kin, 

fi^ed acrou the ooeui's Inllowa, fought the fight, and songht 
to win. 

Yet thy land, for tbwe thy Fathen lived and Ubonrad, 
toiled and slept, 

Gave their all to save their country, saiw her iroea, and 
fought and wept. 

Yet thy land, and therefore lore it, as thou lov'st this 
Southern Shore, 

Lore not then the legs old Elngland, though thoa lov'st 
AuBtratia mora. 



Many friends will come to welcome, with a cheery heartfelt 
grace, 

Thee and thine, when once thon standest in a very distant 

pW 
They will And that kinship gathers in its web tiie far away. 
Thou will find that friendship knows not time, nor tide, nor 

night, nor day. 
They will greet thee with all gladness, they will love thee 

for thyself, 
A nd because thou art another's, and another's yet thyself. 
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B08BMART AND PASSIES. 37 

In the voods of Farramatte, where the dying Western Bod 
Qilds the forest and the orchards with the aureol light of 

God, 
Thon hast left thy infant children, in the calm of childhood's 

hoars, 
Playing in the ferny hollows, 'mid the gums and fruits and 

flow*™. 
They will watch, and wait, and hope for thee to come back 

safe again. 
They will pray for gnidance safely over lands and over main. 



When the fresh and vernal Springtide of an English break- 
ing bloom 
Spreads before thy Austral eyelids, tired with the billows' 

gloom, 
Iiet thy errant fancy wander to the Forests of the South, 
With their beauty and their grandeur, and their grotesqae- 

ness uncouth ; 
Whwe our land's Lost Scois have wandered, sung their soi^;;8, 

and wept their tears. 
And annulled the self within them, vext with sorrows, full 

of fears, 
lley will call to thy remembrance all the friends, that, left 

behind. 
See their shadows in the twylight, wooed by every passing 

wind. 
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38 ROSEMARY AND PAN81ES. 

Many are the towns and countries where thy wandering 
steps will stray 

Far away from beauteoua Sydney, with its charming land- 
locked bay. 

Through those countries where, in ages past, the weary 
pilgrims trod, 

Knelt before the Shrine of Peter, prayed before the Throne 

of God, 
When thou goest I will go too— linked by fancy, not by 

sight — 

For these things are not seen clearly — only in a spirit's light. 

Many years have passed and faded since I climbed the 
Simplon path — 

Serried sight of rocks and ramparts, relics of the Storm 
King's wrath, — 

Since I glided down the water streets of Venice, free and 
fair, 

And basked in Italian sunlight, fed upon its liquid air. 



X will go and linger gently o'er the grave of much-loved 



Euined by a cold world's shudders — killed by all its scoma 
and cheats. 
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S08SMAR7 AND PAJfSIES. 39 

I Trill weep for Adonais, though the poet drys our eyaa, 
Pointing to the glory waiting through the azure of the 

I will mourn for much-mourned Shelley-^heart of hearts — 

whoee loveliness 
Now makes lovely with its beauty all this dreary dark 

distress. 
And whene'er thou stand'st beside those graves of lost, of 

Lost because the world was blinded, found because its glory 

blown 
Over years has calmed and soothed us, when we wept, and 

when we thought, 
And has wrapped us in its beauty — beauty that was dearly 

bought ! 
When thou standest there, remember one who wanders here 

More alone than heart can fathom, more alotie than friend 

has known — 
" Vexed because of speech half spoken, " filled with pain 

and lost with care, 
Sore with anguish which has, aching, left the inmost spirit 

bare 
To the flash of life's false lightning, to the sorrows of life's 

breeze, 
Which have filled it with a hunger that no feast can us 
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40 BOSEMAB7 AND PAlfSIBS. 

Kot alone in utcient gateways will thy stepe be wandering 

on, 
Ere thon comest back to Sydney, ere the few short monthe 

begone. 
Bnt in lands where Time is newer, where the millioned 



In a daytime, to enthrall as with a wonder and surpriBe. 
Through the vast and mighty canons, where the echo floats 

and falls. 
Rushing all along the ramparts of those stormy wind-rocked 

Over lakes and over rivers, over tops of dizzy height, 
Through those subterranean galleries, blacker than the 

blackest night, 
^ou will journey filled with wonder, freed from care, and 

full of joy. 
And thy woman's keener vision will its keennees well employ. 



Take this song, my dearest sister ; take it, lay it to thy 

Though the hands have clasped in parting, yet the spirit 

cannot part. 
Take this song, and gently lay it in thy heart of hearts, 

my dear, 
lAy it there, and, thinking of me, speed the fears that make 

me fear. 
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For although this life seems lovely, yet the sua shines not 

onaU- 
Thongh it seems so— yet on someone comes a thick and 

dark-spread pall. 
Every life is not all daytime, every soul is not all mirth, 
Every heart is not all filled with joy and pleasure— oft a 

dearth 
Takes and seizes all the life-blood, saps the fount, and kills 

the tree 
Which should blossom in the Spring time — blossom fair, and 

fresh, and free. 
Still altliough the seas are stormy and in tempest soughs 

the wind, 
"Ood," says one, "is in the heavens, and His sun and rain 

are kind." 



"Art is long, hut time is fleeting," said an old and ancient 
sage. 

And his truth has been recorded oft in many a poet's page. 

Therefore though we say '■ Good-bye," and think the pass- 
ing time be long. 

Ere we yet behold each other, we will find that thought is 
wrong. 

For the hours pass like minutes, and the months flit by like 
days, 
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42 SOSBMART AND PAN8IBS. 

Days ore changed to night, and night-time shattered hy the 

dawning rays, 
lime will pass, and I will meet thee nndemeath these 

Austral skies, 
Greet thee with the kiss of brother, ere we notice how time 

fliee. 



Farewell sister ! May the GoA who reigns, and mles, and 

camiot sleep, 
Guard thee in thy many wanderings over lands and through 

the deep 1 
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PUNPUNDYAL. 

SBkAYS of the past, vhose UBretnitting radiance 
S&f Lights aJl the wide expauBe, 

^^ Gilding the gloomy darkness of the Present 
With lining of Uomaace. 

I see you now. And, lo, the snn descending. 

Sets on each hill and dell ; 
And on the soft and liquid breath of evening 

I hear that silver bell 

Which called the heart to lowly, reverent, worahij), 

Within the Gothic Hall, 
Where sounds of prayer and mnsic sped the darkness 

Of every earthly poll. 
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PUNPUNDTAL. 

days, when breezes wafted through the noontide 

And leaves were softly stirred ; 
And through the garden's fragrance-bearing bloBSoms 
Soug many a happy bird. 

1 sit onoe more upon the cool verandah 

Of far Panpnndyal, 
And listen to the tones of silver moslc — 
The voice I now recall. 

I sit and listen. And I seem to hear them 

Borne on the evening air — 
Ah I voice, and music, and soft noontide sanshiae. 

Can say be more fair T 

Ah I flowers that bloomed and blossomed in the daytime, 

And closed in sleep at night, 
Tour beaaty comes upon me fresh-apparelled, 

New-olothed with glory bright. 

O days not lost, though faded from the Present, 

Into the fleeting Past ; 
Ye come again ; and, with a tender memory, 

Befresh the soul— and last. 
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The Dying Stahman'jipealu :~- 

kKHE wattle boughs eadly are swaying 
To monotone weird of the wind, 
I wish that my weary head laying 
At rest, I could peacefulnesa find. 
For many years I have been roaming, 

And searching for resting-place glad ; 
I hope that at last in life's gloaming 

I find what its dawning ne'er had. 



" There sinking along the horizon 

The ruddy sun lingering dies. 

And night's misty covering lies on 

The gathering pall of tJie skies. 
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HIS DEATH. 

Hie days Uiat have long dnce departed 

Have left small remembrance <d joy ; 

E[aTe left me a lonely sad hearted 

Frail man of short fevered employ. 



" The cockatoos londly are screeching 

Their warning, discordant, while night 
O'er the forest her mantle is reacliing, 

ObscOTuig the quick dying li^t ; 
The mopokes their voices rude mingle 

With native bears' piteons cries, 
And tar and away o'er the dingle 

Their echoing wonderful hies, 

" And list to the warrigals baying 

Defiantly up at the moon. 
And there my good ' Waachope ' is neighing — 

He carried me well from the noon — 
O never a man had a better 

Or truer companion than he. 
Aye, truer than steel, to the letter, 

Has he been my good steed to me. 
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BIS DEATH. 

" I feel that my dazed brain is whirling 
In uncontrolled agony wild, 

As if a fierce Titan were hurling 

His strength against that of a child. 

The wild winds still round me are drifting 
In angry monotonous moan ; 

Ah ! maybe night's mantle uplifting, 
May lead me to those shores unknown, 

" Where life's troublous whirl and confusion 

Is bushed away into a calm, 
And even Death's haunting illusion 

Is softened away with a balm 
Of quiet that has not an. ending, 

Of brightness with no dread of night ; 
And Peace that is evermore sending 

Its message of golden delight. 

" Ah ! backward my memory drifting 
To days of the lost long ago. 

And piercing life's twylight, and rifting 

The sorrows that compass me now ; 
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HIS DEATH. 



Sees onoe more green fields of my childhood, 
With daisies and primroaes Bpread, 

Sees roaming with one through the wildwood, 
Who waiting, must think I am dead. 



"And I have been striving and toiling, 

Have travelled far early and late ; 
Have under this atmosphere boiling 

Fought hard with a direful fat«. 
Have driven the wild running cattle 

And digged for the deep lying ore, 
Have taken my part in life's battle 

For her, yet I fear nevermore 



" Will her hands be clasped within my hands, 

Or pressed her sweet lips to my brow ; 
For cold Death I feel in his strong bands 

Is very fast binding me now. — 
Afar I can hear oxen lowing. 

The jangling of bells greet my ear ; — 
Ah, God I unto Thy mercy bowing, 

I pray thee rob death of its fear ! " 
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mS DEATH. 

The ctirlev) now grimly is crying 

Hia eerie-like gong to the night ; 

The Bnahman ia nteriUy lymg, 

Hia t&yi in its sorrow bedight. 



Lie weary one, safely aHding 

On shores where thy spirit ehaU rett ; 
While OTte far away fast m hiding 

Her sorrowful Ihoughta in her breaet I 
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MEAR PARRAMATTA. 

iHERE the clear bright summer Bunehine 
Ever aheds ita sheen of gold, 
Where the balmy Autumn breezes 
Softly waft throughout the void ; 



Stand some low and lovely dwellings, 
Fair amid their flowerets' hu^ 

'Neath the ever charming beauty 
Of the Panoply of blue. 

There the sweetly flowering violet 

Ever Bcents the perfumed air j 

There the gullies are resplendent 

With the fairest maidea-hair. 
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NEAB PARBAMATTA. 

Bonnd about them stretches gladly 
Landscape ot entidng view, 

With its award of brightest emerald 

Dappled with the diamond dew. 

There the streamlet trickles onward 

Through the gorge with muaic slow ; 

And the sunlight, flashing blindly, 
Id the evening sinks aglow. 

There the golden orange gloweth 

Bright amid the foliage deep ; 

There the apple, rosy-cheek^, 

Ever doth it« freshness keep. 

And one hears the watch-dog barking, 

When a footstep soandetli strange 1 

Sees the wild bate, in the twyligbt, 
Ever heedless, aimless, range. 

And the town lies in ihe distance, 

Smoke ascending to the sky ; 

" Beautiful for sitaation" 

Farramatta, dost thou lie 1 
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NEAR PARRAUATTA. 

Ancient town I How memory gatiiers 
Bound thf ookx of hoar; age, 

Of the day, that^ long-departed, 

Marked thee for our heritage. 

How historic thy Burronndings, 

Clusio ground we there can tread I 
See thy river sluggish, onward 

Moving tbiongh its muddy bed. 

And a backward look recalleth 
Image of a hundred years 

Of our History, with mern'ries 

Half of joy, and half of tears. 

Stretching down on gentle hiH slopes 
Verdant fields accost the eye, 

Where now browidng, gently lowin|^ 
Stand the ever patient kye. 

And around them children playing 

Sing their songs of joy and mirth, 

Ever heedlcBB of the anguish 

Which enwraps the sons of earth. 
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NEAR FARRAMATTA. 

Ab ! how different is the hustle 

And the hustle of the town, 

From the peace that in the country 

Soothes the wearied spirit down. 



Vmwoi. 

Long may ever blessing linger 

Ever throngh all time to come, 

Long may never ceasing gladaess 

Reign in each Australian home. 



Fairest skies long shine above them, 

Softest breezes round them blon 

And may Peace, with golden pinions, 
Enter in and never go. 



s^Jffcr, 
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A WBEATH OF ALOE. 

fHE glowing BUB was sinking in the westward, 
Ab we sat near the swirling breakers' foam. 
And happy, watohed Uie gleg-winged swallows neat- 
ward 
Their swift flight wing beneath the gilded dome ; 
And heard the curlew to his mate load calling. 

And auBwering echo of hifi comrade dote ; 
And saw the velvet pall of evening falling 

With the last sounding of his farewell note. 



The glimmering lights were twinkling thro' the gloaming, 
Ere heaven's azure with the stars was lit, 

When we would, in love's dream together roaming, 
Watch all around the fitful shadows flit 
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A WREATH OF ALOB. 61 

In strange weird torms of grim Eantastic meaning 

Formed by the songhing of the western wind, 

^s it rushed tlirongh tbegnm-tree tope. Vain dreaming 
When on awak'ning nought the dreams can bind. 



O happy time, when tfie fair moon was beaming 

O'er the bright waters of the surging bay, 
O'er the Spring mead, with dewy flowers teeming,— 

Lighting all Nature with her kindly ray ; 
And shedding o'er the path where we were straying 

Her diver sheen, which lovers love to see. 
O, happy was the time when we may maying 

Beside the sleeping soft embracing sea. 



The glowing son (^;ain sinks in the westward. 

And I sit lonely near the breakers' foam, 
And sadly watch the gleg-winged swallows nestward 

Their flight still wing beneath the gilded dome — 
As we together watched them — and, mo^eeming, 

I hear again thy now long silent tones, 
As erst I hear them — 'Tis but vsonly dreaming 

A sweet delusion, while the night-wind moans. 
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TONGULDYI. 

RRISIMA, the twjlight dies r 

And Night, the Lore of Sleep, 
Comee with her shadowB deep, 
And cloeea up the daylight's eyes, 
Bnt lately flushed with glad surprise. 
lUr Night, O keep 
Whatever in thy bosom lies, 
Leet we awake with cheerless cries ; — 
Awake to weep I 



,r^?Jte=. 
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In the gnveyard adjolbing the Roman Catholic Chapel of St. 
John, Campbelltown, there U a carioaa old graveatone with the 
folio wing ItiecriptioD : — 



^t, 



TO THE MEMeREY 
or JAMES RUSE who 

SEPT. STB IK THE TBAB OF 

HOUEE LORD 1837 NATEF 



FOBsT FLEET aqbd 77 
MY MOTHER REREAD hi TENDEReLT 

WITH Hit sat TOCK MUCH PlINBB 

AND WHEN I ABSrVED IM THIS COELNET 

IS own TUB FOBST QRAIH AND NOW 

WITH Mr HBVeNLY FATHER I HOPE 

FOB ETBB TO BBUAIH. 
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And in the ^pdKy OomM, of WadneaiUy June 20th, 18S7, it 
■teted, " A man named Jamoi Riue, the first uttler in New Sonth 
Walea, vaa eumined a* a witu«a in a oaoae a few dsfs aince before 
the Snprenie Gonrt. He stated himself to have oome out with the 
fint fleet under Qnvmata Phillip, and that he was the firet peraoa 
who set foot (m New Holland on that oooaaiaiL Colonel Johnson 
claimed the htHionr of being the first irtio landed, bnt it appeaia he 
waa oairied ashore m the back ct Rose, who eonsaqnentlf mnat have 
been the fint who ttod Uie aoiX." 

TuLDB. — This is a word signifjing " star " — from the langnage of 
the Narrinyeri, a collection of tribes i^ Ab<m£pu)ea inhabiting the 
lakes Alexandiina and Albert, and Lower Hnrray. 

ToiCBS or TSK RiTKB Oakb. 
Prd^mt-" AiMtmntnpraUd tnd tilt ^adHpriu^ Fair Aunr^bK. 

There are f«o Colossi at Thebes. They are in dttiog posture, are 
sixty feet high, and are formed from a single block of c^nite. The 
Nortiiem one is that which the Greeks called MEHNQN, the son of 
Aurora. It was believed to emit a melodions soond every morning 
as a salntatJon to hia ra*y-fingei«d mother. The Egyptians believed 
that, before this statue waa broken, the seven mysterons vowels were 
heard from it. Another acoount made it breathe ant a moumfnL 
note at inneet, as a farewell to the passing day. The simile has Itnig 
foond favour with poets, Juvenal In Sat. xv., S, thus speaks of it, 
"Magicae resonant nbi Memnona chordae." Mis. Browning says, 
"New Memnona UDging iq the Qreat Qod light." Keble Uina 
beautifully brings ont the idea, 

' ' Soft as Memnons harp at morning 
To the inward ear deront, 
Tooohed by light with heavenly warning 
Yonr transporting chords ring out." 
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And TetmjaoQ uyi— 

" Morn from Memnon drew 
Bivers of melod;." 



Adau LtKDSBT GoKDON, — Gordon's name ia nsually spelt liodsay, 
but Mr. D, B. W. SlaJea has ehewn in bis " ADBtraliau Ballads >ind 
Rhymes" that the entry m the hooka of Cheltenham College, pre- 
Bumably made by Qordon'a father, shows the name to be apelt 
Lindaey. It is, therefore, without being pedantic, sorely better to 
he correct 



lY AND Panbiks — " Shdleredfrom Orums' band." 
Bee Horace ; Epode, 15, 7 

' ' et nantis iDfeatos Orion 
Turbaret hibemum mare." 
And whOe (Mod'b star cheats thoie who jonmey 
O'er wintry aeaa, and white waves roagbly rocta. 

" Yet thy land,/or (here thy Fathers," Ae. 

Thaagh a native of Australia, and a great aod ardent admirer 
of my native country, and a firm upholder of the neceasity of a 
national apirit and a national life, I would not choose but to think 
with feelings of afiection and pride of that grand old land where so 
many of my ancestors have lived, worked, and died. The reference 
here is chiefly to the Scottish Covenanters, who did so much for the 
political and religions freedom of their country, and, indirectly, of 
theBritiah Empire. One of them, a very notable man in his day, and 
whose staff with its peculiarly shrill whistle, made by himself, I now 
have in my possession, the Rev. Alexander Peden, minister of the 
Pariah ai Olen-Luce, in the Ohnrch of Scotland, in 1660, waa a lineal 
ancestor of my own. The story of hi* remarkable career, of which 
I cannot now write, will amply repay anyone who ahonld oare to 
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" Wfiert our hmdi' lott tout have aandered," 

All of onr great poeta, Harpnr, Giordan, uid Kendall, have 
been largely inflneaoed by the Bosh in their poetry. 
" KhOI l^on (Ae sAnne of Peter." 

The ttatae cd Peter in iitting posture, which U io the 
Cathedral of St. Peter, in B(»ne. The toe of this bronze atatae, which 
U uid to be of ancient »orkniauBbip, and to be in reality meant 
for a statue ot Jupiter, is worn away with the kiasing of the faith- 
foL The wearing away is, I think, dne more to the way in which 
people wipe the toe before they kin it, aa I notioed crowdl of them 
doing when I was in Borne. 
'Uhe Simplon Path" 

This is the road made by order of Napoleon I over the Alps in 
1801-7. It is a triumph of engineering skill, and extends thirty-eight 
miles, from Breig, in Valais, to Domo d'OasoIa in Peidmont. The 
highest point is 6,592 feet above the sea, and, in it« conrse, it is 
carried over many bridges, and through variouB tunnels hewn out of 
the rock. The aoenery is snblime and grand in the extreme, and its 
" rocks and rampacta ' call to mind these lines of Byron : — 

" Thoee palaces of Nature, who vast walla 
Have pinnacled in doada theii snowy aoalps ; 
And tboraed Eternity in icy halla 
Of cold snblimity, where forma and falla 
The avalanche — the thunderbolt of anow ! 
All that expands the spirit yet appals 
Gathers around their aommite, as to show 
How earth may pierce to Heaven, yet leave vain mail below ■' 

" Much mourned Shdif^ — hiort of hearU " 

" Oor-Mrdium "—heart of hearta— from the inscription on Uie 
tombstone of Shelley. 
"And when'er thoa ttandtt betide thou grwiee o/ U>tt, qf foumd. 
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if^OTES. 63 

Both Keata and Shelley are bnried in the beaatifnl little Pro- 
teBtant Cemetery, just ontaide the Porta San Paolo, at Rome, be- 
ride the Pyramid of Cum Seatns. A place eo beautiful, that Shelley 
said it almoat made one fall in love with death. No fitter apot oonld 
have been found aa the reBting place of Qie aahea of inch men. 
" Vexed beeatue oj ^ech hatf tpohtn." 

See Kendall's " Euterpe," line 6. 
" Bvt in loads where time u neuwr." • - 

The United States, more wonderful than any othto for the ' 
varied panorama of nature's handiwork, and the magnificent achieve- 
ment of man. 
" Qod tayi one ig in the heavens, ile." 

See KendoU'a " Aralneu," line 14. 
" A't i» long but lime itfletiiag, »aid on old eatd tmeiaU »age." Are 
longa vita brevit, u Bipprocfttei aaya in his flnt aphorism, 
' ' Life ii short, art long, opportonity fieeting, experiment 
slippery, judgment difficult." The quotation I nae in the 
poem ia taken from LongfeHow's " Psalm of Life." 
Thia potm waa writitn a* a parting gift lo m/ *iit«\ who wtt» Inning 
wilh htr hatband to Irani through Europe and Amtrlaa, Maroh, 1888. 

Hia Dkath — 

" The fear ful faU he met alone, ibe," 
See Kendall's " Glen of Anawatto," fines 16, 16. 
Kbab Pabbaiuita— 

" Wilhmem'riet 
Half of ioy and half of leart. " 
The meaning of this Is, that the history of the Colony ii half a 
matter of regret, and half a cause of exultation. The foondatiou of 
the Colony was in crime, but its fulfilment is that of righteousness. 
We may now look back, and echo with the Iat« learned Dr. Badham, 
" Orta recena, qumn pura nUei, " 
¥oiranLOTi — 

This is the void for "Night" in the lon^age of the 
Narrinyeri ; of whom, vide lupro. 
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